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Mikes  the  Finest  Leverage 

\  rM  IN  The 


BEWARE  of  mean  and  fr&udulenf  imitations. 
BEWARE  of  orhers  coding  our  Li  Me  and  labels. 
MASON’S  is  Fhe  original  and  only  genuine  EXTRACT. 
MASON’S  is  ev  special  compound  enfirely  from  Herbs. 


■ 


NO  OTHER  EXTRACT  MAKES  BEER  LIKE  IT. 

■  ^  ,  .'v. 4  . '  »  f  /  \ 

.  AoUEajf  Macnu'c  jibA  t-^Lrc  nn  r>B -»t>r _ 


When  you  give  your  Party 


Be  sure  and  have  ready  for  your  Guests  and 
the  ChildrerP-  some  of  the  delicious  Non¬ 
alcoholic  Wi^e  which  only  can  he  made  from 


MASON’S 

fr  4 


WINE  ESSENCES. 

6  Cl.  will  buy  a,  bottle,  wbioh  will  mak< 
60  glasses  in 
6  minutes. 

p* 

TRY  THEM  FOR  XMAS. 

/ 

Sample  Bottle,  pxpt  free  for  9  stamps. 

V*?  * 

In  all  FRUIT 


Tpy  the  GINGER  or  ELDERBERRY; 

These- are  SPECIAL  FAVOURITES. 


MASON’S  EXTRACT  OF  HERBS  for  making  delieiota 

Non-intoxicating  Beer.  A  6d.  Bottle  makes  8  Gallons.  Sample*  bot'tl®, 
9  stamps ;  or  a  sample  of  both,  post  free,  for  15  stamps. 
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NEW8ALL  &  MASON,  Nottingham 
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DRAMAS — Continued.  _ 

No  187  The  Election  of  M.P.  A  Dramatic  Pieoe-Eight  M.  By  S.  Lay  cock,  the  Lane  Poet 
Complications  in  a  Coffee  Room.  A  Farce — Four  M  and  three  F.  By  Byam  y 
Mistaken  Identity.  Comedy — Two  M  and  Two  F.  By  Thomas  Dunn 
Caught  in  His  Own  Trap.  Four  M  and  three  F.  By  J.  L.  Hillcox 
A  Masonic  Lodge  ;  and  the  Rival  Editors,  Two  short  Negro  Farces.  By  H.  rarr 
Granny.  A  Little  Comedy— Two  M  and  Two  F.  By  Lucy  Whitehead 
The  Enquiry  Office.  A  Humorous  Drama — Six  M  and  two  F.  By  Jas.  Barnes 
A  Nice  Quiet  Morning.  A  Funny  Farce — Six  M  and  two  F.  By  J  Wallace,  jun 
Betsy  and  1.  A  Comedy  in  one  act — TwoMandtwoF.  By  Sidney  Wyatt 
Why  Young  Men  Don’t  Marry.  A  Sketch — Three  M  and  six  F.  By  N  lair  fax 
An  Imp  of  Mischief.  A  Little  Comedy — One  M  and  two  F.  By  Lucy  Whitehead 
The  Turned  Head.  Amusing  Farce  in  one  act— Six  M  and  one  F 
The  Colonel’s  Will.  A  Farce— Three  M  and  two  F.  By  Byam  Wyke 
Old  Bachelors  Matched.  A  Farce— Five  M  and  five  F.  By  Doncaster  Wells 
Aunt  Jane.  A  Little  Comedy — One  M  and  three  F.  By  Lucy  Whitehead 
The  Black  Box  and  Cox.  A  Nigger  Farce — Three  M  characters.  By  J.  Barnes 
Mixed  Pickles.  A  Screaming  Farce — TwoMandtwoF.  By  John  C.  Beck 
The  Nigger  Store-Keeper.  A  Farcical  NiggerSketch — Five  M.  By  O  J  \Y  endlandt 
Which  Got  the  Bestof  It  ?  A  Comedietta  in  One  Act — Two  ladies.  By  Lillie  Davis. 
Entirely  new  series.  Price  6d.  each. 

Musical  Dramas,  Operettas,  and  Farces  for  Amateurs, 

with  songs  and  pianoforte  accompaniments.  This  is  a  sew  departure  in  Amateur  minor 
theatricals ;  the  dialogues  are  interspersed  throughout  with  songs,  duets,  choruses,  &c., 
set  to  cheerful  music — some  well-known  favourites,  some  original — with  full  pianoforte 

accompaniments,  ...  » 

No  1  Bardell  v  Pickwick.  Adapted  from  Charles  Dickens,  with  original  songs  for  the 
principal  characters,  and  an  overture  by  Thomas  Rawson 

No  2  Sea-side  Lodgings— Eight  M  and  five  F.  By  J  Barnes.  Songs  to  popular  airs 
No  3  A  Comioal  Mistake— Four  M  and  one  F,  eight  supers.  Songs  to  popular  airs 
No  4  The  Black  Rivals— Five  Negro  Characters.  Songs  to  popular  airs 
No  5  John  and  Jeannette— One  M  and  two  F.  Adapted  from  the  French  by  L  Mac 
Hale.  Overture  and  Original  Music  by  J  Batchelder 

No  6  The  High-street  Mystery — Four  M  aftd  one  F.  An  Operetta.  By  L  MacHale. 
Original  M-usic  by  J  Batchelder  . 

No  7  Surmounting  a  Difficulty— Five  M  and  one  F.  By  J  Barnes.  Music  set  to 
popular  airs  arranged  by  J  Batchelder  „  .  ,  _  _  .  . 

No  8  A  Very  Busy  Night— Three  M.  By  L  MaoHale.  Music  by  James  Batchelder 
No  9  The  Lodging-House  Cat  •,  or,  Thomas  the  Demon — Two  M,  one  F  and  the  Cat, 
Libretto  by  Robert  Pollitt  Music  by  James  Batchelder 

No  10  The  Early  English  Ring.  Operetta  in  one  scene — Four  M  and  two  F.  )  Double 

Number,  Is.  _. 

Price  3d.  each. 

ORIGINAL  PLAYS  FOR  CHILDREN. 

No  1  Little  Jessie’s  Dream.  With  Songs  aT^a  Chorus, and  Piano  accompaniment,  for 

five  M  and  seven  F  or  less  .  , 

No  2  The  Apples  of  Discord.  Fairy  Play,  principally  in  rhyme,  in  two  Acts,  for  six  M 
six  F  and  Supers.  By  John  Wallace,  jun 

No  S  The  Sleeping  Beauty.  Fairy  Play  in  rhyme,  for  five  M,  five  F,  and  Supers.  By 
James  Barnes  .  .  _  .  ,  .  .  ...  _  _  , 

No  4  The  Dissatisfied  Fairyx  Fairy  Play  for  an  indefinite  number  of  children.  By  John 
Wallace,  jun. 

No  5  A  Real  Fairy.  Fairy  Play  in  two  acts,  for  two  ladies,  three  boys,  and  two  girls. 
By  John  Wallace,  jun. 

No  6  The  Fairy  Ring.  With  Songs,  Chorus,  and  Pianoforte  accompaniment,  for  an 
indefinite  number  of  children.  By  John  Wallace,  Junr.  Music  by  J. 
Batchelder. 

No  7  Blue  Beard :  A  Fairy  Operetta.  By  Julia  May  Barnes.  Music  by  James  Batchelor. 

A  New  Series  of  Copyright  Plays.  Pride  8d.  each. 

No  1  German  Silver;  or,  £6,000  a  Year.  A  Comedy— Four  M  and  two  F.  By  F  R. 

No  2  DonVjump  at  Conclusions.  Comedietta'^-For  two  Ladies.  By  Lily  Davis. 

Price  2d.  each. 

Amateurs’  Guides. 

Amateur’s  Guide  to  the  Law  of  Musical  and  Dramatic  Performances 
Amateur’s  Guide  to  the  Art  of  "  Making  Up.”  By  L  MacHale 
Advice  to  Amateur  Actors.  By  L  MacHale 

A  Catalogue,  giving  the  outline  of  every  Drama,  free  on  receipt  of  stamp. 


Penny  Dialogues. 

No  1  The  Fashionable  Wife.  By  the  author  of  "Neddy  Fitton.”  One  M  and  two  F 
No  2  Terry  O’Toole  and  his  Master.  By  vhe  author  of  "  Neddy  Fitton.”  Two  M,  one  F 
No  3  The  Ruling  Passion.  A  dramatic  episode  from  real  life.  By  John  Caldwell.  Four  M 
No  4  The  Misfortunes  of  Mr  Wiseacre;  or,  All  F'ools’  Day— Five  M 

No  6  Minding  the  Baby  whoiie  the  wife  goes  eawt.  By  Ralph  Parr.  Four  M  and  four  F 
No  6  Dumplin  Hotel;  or,  the  Model  Lodgin’ Heawse.  By  Ralph  Parr.  Four  M  and  live  F 
No  7  Havin’ their  Photographs  Takken — Sketch  for  four  M  and  five  F.  By  Ralph  Farr 
No  8  Mistaken  Identity ;  or,*  the  J ew’s  Lodgers— Farce  for  nine  M  and  three  F 
No  9  The  Decent  Man  at  the  Gaping  Goose — Farce  for  eight  M  and  one  F 
No  10  There’s  None  like  Pretty  Sally — Four  M  and  one  F,  By  »V.  Darbyshire. 

Noll  Generally  Useful — Two  M.  By  the  Author  of  *'  All  Fools'  Day 

No  12  The  Jerry  Builder.  By  John  Wallace.  Jun.  Four  M  and  three  F 

No  13  The  Blue  Ribbon.  An  Original  Temperance  Drama.  Three  M  and  three  F 


BEN  BRIERLEY’S  WORKS. 

Price  38.  6d.  each,  cloth,  with  frontispiece  by  J.  Shackleton. 

Collected  Edition  of  Ben  Brierley’s  Works. — Yol.  1 — Daisy  Nook 

Sketches  (or  in  two  parts  at  Is.  each).  2-^Marlocks  of  Merriton.  3 — Chronicles  of  Waver- 
low.  4 — Treadlepin  Fold,  Ac.  5 — Irkdale.  6 — Out  of  Work,  and  other  Stories  7 — Cast 
upon  the  World;  or,  the  Story  of  a  Waif.  8— The  Cotters  of  Mossburn.  9 — Abo’th’-Yate 
it  Yankee  Land 

Price  Is.,  boards,  or  2s.,  cloth,  profusely  illustrated. 

Ab-o’th’-Yate’s  Dictionary,  put  together  by  the  help  of  Fause  Juddie. 


Price  One  Shilling,  or  Four  Nos.  at  3d.  each. 

Evenings  with  Ben  Brierley.  Humorous  stories  for  public  and 

private  readings.  No  1,  contains — Jone  and  Jenny,  or  Courting  under  Difficulties. 
Th’  Stuffed  Monkey,  or  Th’  Boggart  o’th’  Stump.  Shooting  a  Thief.  2 — Battle  of  Langley 
Heights.  Sam  Bamford’s  Grave.  Ab-o’tW’-Yate  at  Knott  Mill  Fair.  3 — The  Huntsman’s 
Funeral.  Bill  Bab  by ’s  Kesmai.  Seein’  Double  (verse).  4 — Hammer  and  Tongs 
(in  Five  Blazes). 

Price  Id.  eaoh.  The  whole  bound  together  in  boards,  Is. 

Pennorth’s  of  Fun  for  Lancashire  Firesides,  selected  from  the 

works  of  Ben  Brierley.  1— A  Moston  Rent  Day.  2 — A  Pig  Burial  Club.  3— Clogging  New 
Clogs.  4— That  Crab.  5 — Sam  o’Ducky’s  CourtNhip.  6— Goosegrove  Penny  Readings. 
7 — Sleawit  Bill  and  the  Flood,  and  Ab  and  his  Mi-too-ral-oo.  8 — Selling  Liverpool  Swells. 
9— Ab-o’th’-Yate’i  Revenge.  10— Potted  Zulu.  11— Eating  a  Bootjack.  12— A  Collier’s 
Spree. 

Price  Id.  each,  or  bound  together,  1*. 

Bits  o'  Fun  for  Lancashire^firesides,  selected  from  the  works 

of  Ben  Brierley.  1— Eaur  Soup  Kitchen."^  2— Pothook’s  Weddin’.  3— Billy  Softy’s  Kesmas 
Dinner.  4 — A  Duck  Swim.  5- Courtin’  with  Loaves.  6 — Weddins  Neaw  and  Then. 
7— Chettin  their  Wives.  8— Peggy  Tub  Courtship.  9— Skatin’  on  Wheels.  10— A  Nice 
gell.  11 — "Shoiny  Jim’s  "  Buryin.  12— Th’  Queen  and  Sir  Ab-o’th’-Yate. 


One  Penny  each,  or  bound  together.  Is. 

Ab-o’th’-Yate  Pappers.  No  1 — Heaw  we  Sung  th’  Kesmas  Hymn 

Thirty  years  sin’.  2— Buryin’  th’  owd  year.  The  Queen  and  Sir  Ab  o’th’-Yate.  3— 
How  to  do  witheaut  Coal.  4 — A  Walmsley  Fowt  Calico  Ball.  5— The  Great  Feight. 
At  a  Pantomime.  6— Shoiny  Jim’s  Kesmai  Dinner.  Sailing  for  Bacon.  7~  A  week  among 
the  Nanny  Goats;  8— Ab’s  First  Drive.  My  Wife’s  Sewing  Machine.  9— A  day  with 
th’  Wobbleton  Warblers.  Th’  “Dale’s  Cubbort.”  10— Ab-o’th’-Yate  at  th’ opening  of 
the  Manchester  Town  Hall.  11— Th’  owd  rib  finds  a  thing  or  two  eaut.  Til’  Last 
Flasker,  12— A  Whissun-day  “Jamboree.”  Billy  O’Tummy’s  Menagerie. 

Price  Sd.  each. 


Ab-o’th’-Yate’s  Pulpit.  Two  Discourses  (after  Ab-o’th’-Yate.) 

Subject*— Doing  One’s  Own;  Old  Time;  ,nd  New. 
j ** r 1  cels.  each. 

,  Memories  and  Recollections  of  my  life. 

,’Q  £*+■.'  't  $  Twopenny  Serias. 

Brieilfcy ’8  Readings.  Sam  Thornley’s  Factory  Days.  Job  Thatcher’s 

&  CSchool.  WL  Gradely  ^Blow-eaut,  Robin-o-Kit’s  Courtshiu. 
s  Q  >C  f  ^riceSd.  ,, 

vk  SO  GemstArom  the  Prose  Writings  of  Ben  Brierley. 


MANCHESTER  :  ABEL  TIEYWOOD  £  SON. 


DRAMAS— Continued. 

No  66  Love  in  a  Collar  Box,  a  Negro  Sketch-Three  M.  By  Harry  Daore 

No  67  Hast  Life.  A  Temperance  Drama.  Seven  M  and  three  F.  By  VV  Walton 

No  68  Back  in  Ten  Minutes — Six  M  and  two  P.  By  J  Wallace,  Juur. 

No  69  The  Wrong  Box — Pour  M  and  four  P.  By  Harry  Dacre. 

The  Studio.  A  picture  subject.  Two  M  and  pictures  ad.  lib. 

An  Early  Dip— Three  M.  By  W  F  Chapman 
The  Black  Barber.  A  Nigger  Farce — FiveM.  By  J  Barnes 
All  for  Love — Four  M  and  three  P.  By  J  Reece  Jones 
Is  he  Married  ?— Three  M  and  six  F.  By  J  Bar0®8  T  „  ... 

An  Amicable  Arrangement — Two  M  and  two  F .  By  L  MncHale 
Mixem’s  Matrimonial  Mart— Four  M  and  two  F.  By  W  F  Chapman 
A  Friend  in  Need,  or,  Fools  and  their  Money— Four  M  and  two  F.  By  J.  W  a  Mace, 
A  Lawyer’s  Bag — Four  M  and  two  F.  By  J  Barnes  „  .  n 

Lodgings  to  Let.  A  Nigger  Absurdity  -Four  M  and  one  F.  By  O  J  Wendlandt 
A  Strange  Coincidence.  In  two  acts — Two  M  and  two  F .  By  E  Mulliuer 

Off  Duty.  Farce  for  two  M  and  two  F.  By  Byam  O  yke 

The  Factory  Girl.  In  two  acts— Five  M  and  three  F .  By  John  'Vj‘llm„H ..  ..  .. 

The  Wedding  at  the  Mill.  Lancashire  Drama— Three  M,  one  F.  By  F  FothergiL 
Ole  Fat  Joss.  A  Nigger  Farce— F^our  M.  By  O  J  Wendlandt 
Old  Fossiter’s  Fourpence.  A  F’arce— Four M  and  one  F  .  By  ’  L  Macl-uile 
'lhe  Nigger  Parliament.  A  Screamer— MVcharaeters  ad.  lib. By  O  J  Wendlandt 
Irish  Servants  A  Farce— Two  M  and  four  F.  By  M  It  Lahee 
Don’t  Spoil  the  Fun.  A  Farce— Three  M  and  two  F.  By  Byam  Wyke  % 

Old  Potter's  Son-in-Law.  A  Comedietta -  F our  M  and  one  F.  By  L  Mucllale 
Dr  Dtaculum.  A  Screaming  Farce  Four  M  By  Byarn  W  y  ke. 

Adverti'ing  for  a  Husband.  Two  M  and  two  F.  By  Byam  Wyke  _  T  R 
The  Black  Schoolmaster.  A  Negro  I'arce— Six  M  and  boys  ad  lib.  By  J  Barnes 
Mrs.  Tubbins’  Cat.  A  Farce— Two  M  and  one  F .  By  E  M  ulliner 
A  Mare’s  Nest.  An  Amateur  Farce— Six  M  and  one  F.  B.v  J 
The  Black  Bug.  A  Farce  in  one  act— Thf>e  M  and  two  F .  By  E .Mulliner 
Who  Killed  Fido ?  Farce  in  one  act— Two  M  and  two  F  By  F  Milner 
The  Dog  in  the  Coal  Cellar.  Farce  in  one  act -Three  M  and  two  F .  By  1  Milner 
Wanted,  a  Lecturer.  A  Nigger  Farce  for  eight  M.  By  J  Barnes 
A  Learned  Woman.  Farcical  Comedietta-Three  M  ami  t wo  .  By  W  H  Goldsmith 
The  Rival  Dummies.  A  Nigger  Farce  for  live  M.  By  O  J  VVendiandt 
Blarney.  A  Farcical  Play— Four  M  and  two  1.  By  L  MacHale  , 

Mischievous  Moses.  Nigger  Sketch— Three  M  and  one  F .  Bv  O  J  Wend landt 
The  Mysterious  Hat— Two  M  (one  mggerl  and  three  F.  By  Byam  \\  yke 
A  Curious  Dilemma — Three  M  and  three  F.  By  J  Barnes  i? 

A  Bad  End.  A  Humorous  Temperance  Drama— Five  M  and  one  F.  By  T  Milner 
Jake’s  Joke— Two  M  (one  nigger).  By  John  Wallace,  jun. 

Defeated— Three  M  and  t  hree  F.  By  John  Wallace,  lun. 

Quite  Mistaken— Three  M  and  three  F.  By  Byam  Wvke 
No  107  My  Only  Daughter— Two  M  and  three  F.  By  L  MacHale 
NolOS  The  Black  Boarding  House.  A  Nigger  Farce-S 

A  Cool  Deception— Four  M  and  two  F.  <■$/  E  Mulliner 
Missed  the  Train— Four  M  and  two  F.  By*  Byam  Wyke 

Business  as  Usual  during  Alterations.  Temperance  Drama-Fi ve  M  and  two  F 
Paddy  and  the  Ghost.  An  Irish  Farcical  Sketch-Three  M  one  F.  By  F  Fotheigill 
Wilkins"  Wedding.  A  Farce — Three  M  and  two  F.  By  Byam  Wyke 
Cross  Purnoses.  A  Farce — Six  M  and  Two  F.  By  J  Barnes 
Better  Late  than  Never.  Original  Farce-One  M  and  Tlnee  F. .  By  E  Mulliner 
Black  Judge.  Comic  Negro  Sketch— Six  M.  By  O  J  Wend  andt 
Ideas.  A  Comedietta  in  one  Act— Five  M  and  two  F .  By  Basil  Ho  rr.es 
Distinguished  Visitors.  A  Farce-Three  M  and  tnreo  F.  By  Byarn  U  yke 
Saved  from  Crime.  A  Temperance  Dialogue— F  ive  M  and  lour  F  .  By  V\  M  a  ion 
A  Labour  of  Love.  A  Humorous  Dialogue-  - Four  M  and  one  F.  By  John  W  allace 
Paddy’s  Pledge.  A  Temperance  Sketch — Two  M  and  three  F.  Bv  0  J  VYtndlanut 
Sf  Fiilt  SSI  A  Farce-Four  M  and  one  F.  By  Herbert  J  Bellamy 
£500  Prize.  A  Farce— Three  M  and  two  F.  By  Byam  Wyke 
The  Hard- Up  Rivals.  A  Farce— Three  M.  By  John  Lenville  IIillcox 
Tit  bits  for  Tea.  Original  Farce — Two  M  and  One  F.  By  Ernest  Mulliner 
Sour  GrapesT  A  Farce  in  one  Act-Two  Aland  three  F.  By  Ernest  .M  ulliner 
Thft  Demon  Phonograph,  or,  tho  Bat  rry  and  the  Assault,  together  With  h 
compile  Entertainment  for  a  whole  fcgro  Troupe. 

The  Pawn  Ticket.  A  F’arce  in  oue  Act—  foree  M  and  one  F  .  By  Fred  Jarman 
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-Six  M.  By  J  Barnes 


Vo  128 
Vo  129 
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Rival  Forces.  A  Farce— Two  M  and  on. 


RDCD.  X*.  am,*  v,v/  .  ~  - “ 

Saved.  Temperance  Sketch — Three  M 


Old  Maids  Matched. 
A  Quiet  Cup  of  Tea. 


A  Farce—  Four  M 


—  f. 
at  f 1 
a  ’l 


Darby  0’Ne‘ill.  A  Nigger  Farce— Thre 
My  Uncle  John.  Farce  in  One  Act. 
The  Outcast.  A  Temperance  Drama 
TheBlack  Editor.  A  Negro  Farce  h 

A  Catalogue,  giving  the  outline  of  e 


A  Farce— Two  M  >74  three  F.  By  Byam  Wyke 


By  Byam  Wyke 
four  F 
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STARS  OF  THE  FIRST  MAGNITUDE  I 


An  Ethiopian  Burlesque. 


By  Harry  Dacrb. 


Characters. 

Mr.  Bogus  Fitztricky,  a  Musical  and  Dramatic  Caterer. 
*Herr  Von  Mulligan  de  Murphy,  an  Aerial  Performer. 
tMADEMoisELLE  Benzoline  de  Paraffin  Hoyle,  a  prima 
donna . 

♦This  character  should  be  pTayed  by  a  short  gentleman, 
f  This  character  should  be  played  by  a  tall  gentleman. 

Scene  . — An  office.  Newspaper  on  table. 

[Enter  Mr.  Bogus  Filztricky.] 

Bogus. — They  say  the  “Jack  of  all  trades  ”  is  master  of 
none  ;  but  in  my  case,  that  remains  to  be  seen.  There  are 
certainly  very  few  ways  of  making  money  at  which  I  have 
not  tried  my  hand — thus  far,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  without 
conspicuous  success.  In  my  brief  career — for  I’m  only  a 
young  man  yet — I’ve  been  agent  for  almost  every  novelty 
under  th e  sun.  I  have  solicited  orders  for  coal,  pictures,  and 
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patent  medicines — including  the  Nonsuch  Corn  and  Bunion 
Plaisters,  the  Unrivalled  Consolidated  Cod  Liver  Oil,  the 
far-famed  Nose  Machine,  and  the  “  Beautiful-for-ever  ” 
Skin  Preserver.  Also  the  Yankee  India-rubber  Baby, 
which  assumes  a  life-like  appearance,  and  cries  pitifully  in 
the  middle  of  the  night.  As  a  *•  Proprietor,’5 1  have  owned 
a  Wax-work  Model  Exhibition — admission,  one  penny; 
Two  fat  Women,  a  Peep-Show,  an  Old  Aunt  Sally,  a 
Shooting  Gallery,  a  Mermaid  swindle,  and  a  Hot-Potato 
Machine.  These,  as  before  said,  were  not  so  profitable  as 
1  anticipated ;  that  is,  they  were  not  patronized  as  freely  as 
they  deserved  to  be  ;  for  I  can  assure  you  they  were  each  and 
all  excellent  in  different  ways.  However,  I  have  now  hit 
upon  an  idea  ;  or  as  the  Yankees  say,  I  have  “  struck  ile,” 
and  I  am  about  to  figure  for  the  first  time  as  caterer  for 
high-class  public  amusements.  Yesterday,  I  inserted  in 
several  well-known  newspapers,  an  advertisement,  which 
reads  as  follows  [Reads  from  newspaper)  : — 

Wanted,  for  tour  commencing  early  next  month,  Artiste*  of  known 
ability,  “  Stafs  of  the  First  Magnitude  ”  only  treated  with  I  Apply 
personally,  between  2  and  6  p.m.,  at  Whitewash  Chambers,  Humbug 
Street,  S.W. 

It  is  a  quarter  past  two  now,  and - [Knock)  Come  in. 

[Enter  Mddle.  Paraffin  Hoyle. 

Good  morning,  madam. 

Benzo. — Good  afternoon,  sir.  I  presume  these  are  the 
Whitewash  Chambers  ? 

Bogus. — They  are,  madam. 

Benzo. — Then  doubtless  you  are  the  gentleman  who 
advertises  for  “  Stars  of  the  First  Magnitude  ?” 
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Bogus. — I  am,  madam. 

Benzo. — You  did  not  give  your  name  in  the  advertise¬ 
ment  ;  consequently,  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of - 

Bogus. — Stupid  mistake  on  my  part.  I  am  Mr.  Bogus 
Fitztricky. 

Benzo. — Bogus  Fitztricky!  Bogus  —  Fitz — tricky. 
Now  where  and  when  have  I  heard  that  name  before  ? 
Tell  me,  sir,  were  you  ever  engaged  as  lecturer  and  exhibitor  ? 

Bogus. — Oh,  dear,  yes;  at  the  Crystal  Palace  and 
Polytechnic. 

Benzo. — With  two  fat  women,  if  I  mistake  not  ? 

Bogus. — Madam,  this  is  an  insult. 

Benzo. — Not  at  all ;  merely  a  coincidence  of  names.  I 
have  also  seen  the  name  in  connection  with  a  “  Mermaid 
Imposition.” 

Bogus. — Really,  you  surely  would  not  insinuate  that 
I — that — I - 

Benzo. —  My  dear  sir,  I  insinuate  nothing.  I  merely 
believe  you  to  be  identical  with  the  party  I  speak  of. 

Bogus. — Thank  you.  Perhaps  you  will  now  favour 
me  with  your  name. 

Benzo. — Is  it  possible  that  you  do  not  recognize  me  ? 

Bogus. — How  should  I  ? 

Benzo. — Have  not  my  portraits  been  taken  in  ten 
thousand  different  positions  ?  And  are  they  not  displayed 
in  every  shop-window  in  every  city,  town,  and  village  in 
every  nation  in  every  part  of  the  world  ? 

Bogus  (aside). — It  is  Mrs.  Langtry  ! 

Benzo. — No,  sir.  My  name  is  one  that  eclipses  all  the 

Mrs.  Langtrys.  It  is - 

Bogus. — It  is - 
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Benzo. — Mademoiselle  Benzoline  de  Paraffin  Hoyle. 

Bogus. — Never  heard  the  name  before  in  my  life. 

Benzo  [indignantly) , — Ignoramus  ! 

Bogus. — Perhaps  you  are  a  continental  artiste  ? 

Benzo. — I  am,  sir;  and  one  who  has  had  the  unheard 
of  honour  of  appearing  before  King  Cetewayo  in  his  own 
country  ;  also  before  King  Coffee,  Queen  Chicory,  and 
their  daughter,  the  Princess  Cocoa  Essence.  I  may  like¬ 
wise  refer  you  to  the  Crowned  Heads  of  the  United  States. 

Bogus, — In  what  particular  line  of  art  do  you  shine  ? 

Benzo. — Prima  donna ,  naturally. 

Bogus. — Have  you  any  objection  to  giving  me  a 
specimen  of  your  vocal  accomplishments? 

Benzo. — Presently.  Meanwhile,  are  you  aware  that  it 
is  freezing  hard  ? 

Bogus. — Quite  so.  Why? 

Benzo. — Because  [taking  him  forcibly  to  window)  do  you 
see  that  man  leaning  against  that  lamp-post  ? 

Bogus. — Yes. 

Benzo. — Well,  if  he  leans  against  it  much  longer,  he’ll 
freeze  to  it,  and  then  I  shall  have  lost  the  best  of  husbands. 

Bogus. — Is  that  your  husband  ?  Call  him  up,  by  all 
means. 

Benzo  [whistles  through  window). — Come  on,  Mulligan  ! 

Bogus. — He  is  an  artiste ,  likewise,  I  presume  ? 

Benzo. — A  great  one  I 

[Enter  Murphy .] 

Mr.  Fitztricky,  I  have  much  pleasure  in  bringing  to  your 
notice  Herr  Von  Mulligan  de  Murphy,  an  affectionate 
husband,  a  bad  son-in-law,  a  sponging  friend,  and  a  wonder- 
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ful  tight-rope  walker.  He  took  the  prize  belt,  manufactured 
out  of  superior  block  tin,  for  walking  the  clothes-line  in  his 
mother’s  back  yard  when  he  was  only  three  years  old  ;  and 
I  may  conscientiously  say  that  Blondin  is  nowhere  beside 
him.  Mulligan,  this  is  the  gentleman  who  is  about  to 
engage  us  at  an  enormous  salary — Mr.  Bogus  Fitztricky, 
Esquire. 

Murphy. — Very  pleased  to  mate  yer,  sorr.  How’s  yer 
missus  ? 

Bogus. — Thus  far,  I  am  not  blessed  with  a  better- 
half. 

Murphy. — Wish  I  wasn’t.  You  can  have  mine  if  yer  like. 

Bogus. — My  dear  sir,  I  couldn’t  think  of  depriving  you 
of  so  much  beauty  and  accomplishment. 

Murphy. — You’re  right ;  there’s  plenty  of  her. 

Bogus. — And  now,  madam,  be  good  enough  to  rouse  the 
dormant  echoes  with  that  ravishing  voice  which  has  earned 
for  you  such  enviable  encomiums. 

Benzo, — Sir  ? 

Bogus. — Ahem — will  you — er — tintinnabulate  a  few 
cadenzas,  that  I  may  judge  of  your  operatic  capacity  ? 

Benzo. — Pardon  me;  I  don’t  speak  Dutch. 

Bogus. — Will  you  sing  ? 

Benzo. — Oh,  by  all  means.  Assist  me  to  disrobe. 
(Bogus  unwinds  an  extraordinary  long  wrapping  from  her.)  Thank 
you. 

Bogus. — I  deserve  it. 

Murphy  ( aside  to  Bogus). — Her  tongue’s  just  as  long 
in  proportion. 

Benzo. — Mulligan,  my  love,  where  is  my  music  ? 

Murphy. — Your  fwhat  ? 
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Benzo. — My  music. 

Murphy.— Sure,  I  don’t  know.  I  left  it  leaning  up 
against  the  lamp-post.  Perhaps  the  perliceman  has  taken 
it  up  for  obstructin’  the  foot-path  ! 

Benzo. — Idiot !  dolt !  fool !  chump  ! !  Fetch  it  this 
instant  ( throws  him  oft  the  stage,)  I  gave  three-ha’-pence  a 
copy  for  that  music  !  if  he  has  lost  it,  I  shall  not  give  him 
his  usual  pennies  on  Saturday  nights  for  the  next  three 
months.  ( Goes  to  window.)  There  he  goes  f  Thank  goodness  l 
the  music  is  still  there — ah !  he  has  bumped  against  an  old 
woman — her  basket  of  crockery  flies  into  the  middle  of  the 
road — there !  he  is  running  under  a  cab  horse’s  feet — ah  !  he 
has  escaped,  and  is  taking  the  cabby’s  number — and  now 
he  is  wrestling  with  a  policeman  for  the  music  !  The  music 
will  be  torn  to  atoms  ! — he  comes — the  policeman  lets  go — 
Murphy  is  on  his  back — up  again  !— he  comes — the  bobby 
chases — Murphy  has  the  star — the  peeler  loses  ground — 
ten  to  one  on  Murphy — I  back  the  field — a  hundred  thousand 

to  nothing  on  Murphy — Murphy  wins  !!!  ah  ! - ( Enter 

Murphy,  excitedly.  Benzolina  embraces  him.) . 

Saved  !  ( With  emotion.)  Oh,  Mr.  Fitztricky,  is  he  not  a  hero? 

Bogus. — He  is,  madam  ;  he  is. 

Benzo. — Give  me  the  music,  darling.  ( Takes  music,  which 
is  a  single  stave,  magnified,  containing  about  six  notes  in  absurd 
positions.)  Why,  you  have  crushed  it  to  bits,  you  miserable 
man;  how  dare  you?  Remember  you  shall  not  have  your 
weekly  penny  for  six  weeks.  (To  Bogus)  This  is  a  delightful 
little  song,  one  that  was  composed  for  me  especially, 
during  my  sojourn  on  the  Continong !  consequently,  I 
don’t  suppose  you  have  ever  heard  it  before.  (Unrolls  Music , 
and  sings.) 
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A  little  shi-ip  was  on  the  sea, 

It  was  a  pleasant  sight  : 

It  sailed  along  so  me-errihee, 

And  all  was  ca-a-alm  and  bright, 

And  all  was  calm  and  bri - 

Bogus  (interrupting) — Stop,  madam  !  That  is  really  very 
pretty  ;  but  I  would  prefer  something  less  common-place — 

Benzo. — Common  place,  sir!  what  do  you  mean? 

Bogus. — I  mean  something  more  operatic. 

Benzo. — You  love  operatic  music,  you  darling  ?  It  is 
my  forte — my  passion — my  penchant — my-my-my — my  what 
is  it,  Murphy  ? 

Murphy. — It  is  your  complaint . 

Benzo  ( boxes  his  ears). — Wretch  !  Mr.  Fitztricky,  here 
is  a  recitative  and  air  from  that  glorious  opera,  II  Cocklespillis. 

Bogus. — But  that  is  the  same  sheet  of  music  from  which 
you  were  singing  before. 

Benzo. — My  dear  sir,  it’s  all  the  same  to  me.  Music 
is  music,  no  matter  what  quality  of  paper  it  may  be  printed 
upon. 

Bogus. — Pray  proceed. 

Benzo. — For  illustration’s  sake,  we  will  suppose  that 
you  are  the  hero  of  the  opera,  and  I,  a  lowly  maiden,  am  in 
love  with  you.  Recitative  : — 

Owing  to  circumstances  over  which  I  have  no  control,  I  am  most 
reluctantly  compelled  to  decline  your  very  tempting  offer.  (Chord).  My 
mother,  as  you  are  aware,  keeps  a  tripe  shop  ;  while  your  parents  are 
descended  from  Royalty.  ( Chord ).  No,  no  !  Yes,  no  !  No,  yes  !  No,  no, 
no,  yes  !  It  can  never  be.  (Symphony). 

Then  comes  the  aria  (with  variations)  :  — 

,  My  grandfather’s  clock  was  too  big  for  the  shelf, 

So  it  stood  ninety  years  in  the  pawnshop  ; 
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Bogus  {horrified.) — Hold  !  enough !  I  understood  we  were 
to  have  something  operatic. 

Benzo. — And  pray,  sir,  what  do  you  call  that  ? 

Bogus. — The  melody  proverbial  for  having  caused  the 
sudden  decease  of  the  ancient  Thomas  cat. 

Benzo. — Sir,  this  is  three  insults  rolled  up  in  one.  But 
stay  !  what  do  you  say  to  the  “  Last  Rose  of  Summer  ?  ” 

Bogus. — The  very  thing  ! 

Benzo. — Then  here  goes. — 

Air— “The  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER." 

’Twas  the  red-nosed  young  drummer 
Who  met  me  alone  ; 

But  he  and  his  companions 
Have  skeddadled  and  gone. 

He  had  borrowed  thirty  shillings — 

Borrow’d  it  when  none  were  nigh  ; 

And  he  writes  that  he’ll  return  it 
In  the  far-off  bv-and-bye. 

Bogus. — Ah,  that’s  a  bit  better.  Now,  I  will  see  what 
your  husband  can  do.  You  say  he  is  a  second  Blondin. 

Benzo. — No,  sir  ;  I  did  not  say  he  was  a  second  Blondin. 
I  said  Blondin  was  nowhere  beside  him.  He  is  no  chicken- 
hearted  dandy — he  possesses  the  courage  of  a  lion. 

Bogus. — {aside) — A  dandy-lion ,  no  doubt. 

Benzo. — Murphy,  show  the  gentleman  your  capabilities. 

Murphy. — Show  him  your  fwhat  ? 

Benzo. — Your  capabilities. 

Murphy. — Haven’t  brought  ’em  with  me.  Perhaps  I’ve 
left  them  against  the  lamp-post,  too.  If  I  have,  that  p’lice- 
man  will  have  collard  ’em  by  this. 

Benzo. — Imbecile  !  I  mean  your  business  ! 

Murphy.— Oh,  certingly.  I’ve  got  my  tight-ropes  with 
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me ;  but  my  tight-ropes  aren’t  tight-ropes  at  present — 
they’re  slack  ’uns.  [Takes  a  few  yards  of  thin  s'- ring  out  of  his 
pocket.)  Strength  and  portability  combined. 

Bogus. — You’ll  find  hooks  to  fix  it  up  at  e»2ch  end  of  the 
room. 

Murphy. — Thanks.  [He  passes  one  end  of  string  to  person 
concealed  behind  right  wing  ;  and  the  other  end  to  person  concealed 
behind  left  wing ,  appearing  to  tie  the  ends  to  hooks.) 

Benzo. — Oh  sir,  it  is  a  terrible  performance.  My  blood 
runs  cold  and  creepy  every  time  he  goes  through  it.  But 
there,  you  are  an  unmarried  man,  you  cannot  understand  a 
wife’s  feelings. 

Murphy. — There  now!  I  say,  Mary  Alice,  where  have 
you  put  my  balancing  pole? 

Benzo. — [aside  to  Murphy.) — Fool !  How  often  am  I 
to  tell  you  that  my  professional  name  is  Benzoline  ?  [Aloud.) 
Your  balancing  pole  ?  Why  you,  silly  goosey-gander !  you’ve 
left  it  at  home.  Mr.  Fitztricky,  can  you  oblige  me  with  a 
match  ? 

Bogus. — I  think  so — yes  ;  here  are  two. 

Benzo. — Thanks;  one  is  sufficient.  Here  you  are, 
Mulligan.  You  must  use  this  as  a  balancing  pole.  [Proffers 
match.) 

Murphy. — That’ll  do  grand.  [He  goes  towards  the  tight¬ 
rope ,  which  is  lowered  to  the  ground.) 

Benzo. — Now,  take  particular  notice  of  this  daring  act, 
Mr.  Bogus,  please.  (Murphy  steps  on  the  rope  and  burlesques 
Blondin ,  using  the  match  as  a  pole.) 

Benzo. — Merciful  powers  l  If  he  falls  it  will  kill  me ! 
Support  me,  Mr.  Fitztricky,  I  am  unnerved.  Fan  me  with 
my  fan. 
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Bogus  ( supporting  her.) — My  dear  madam,  pray  be  calm. 

Benzo. — Calm  9  Oh  sir,  how  can  I  be  calm  when  he  is 
imperilling  his  life  thus?  Suppose  he  should  slip  from  his 
awful  altitude  and  light  upon  the  seething  masses  beneath? 
The  very  thought  drives  me  frantic. 

Bogus. — We  must  hope  for  the  best. 

t  * 

(Murphy  exits.) 

Benzo. — Brave  heart !  the  feat  is  accomplished  and  he 
is  safe.  Is  it  not  a  splendid  act  ? 

Bogus.—  It  is  most  extraordinary. 

[Enter  Murphy.] 

Benzo. — My  dear,  Mr.  Fitztricky  is  delighted  with  your 
performance. 

Bogus. — Hem.-— If  you  wili  remain  here  for  a  moment, 
I  will  go  and  consult  my  engagement,  book,  and  see  what 
dates  I  can  offer  you.  When  I  return,  I  trust  you  will  be 
able  to  state  your  terms.  (Exit.) 

Benzo. — Now,  Murphy,  we  musn’t  be  chicken-hearted. 
He  belives  me  to  be  a  distinguished  prima  donna,  and  you  a 
great  aerial  artiste.  We  must  ask  an  enormous  salary.  How 
much  do  you  think  we  should  demand? 

Murphy. — Thirteenpence  ha’-penny  a  week. 

Benzo. — Thirteen  pence  \  We  shall  want  30c  pounds  per 
night  ! 

Murphy. — Yes,  we  shall  want  it ;  but  shall  we  get  it  ? 

Benzo. — Murphy,  you  are  a  coward  You  have  not  the 
spirit  of  a  mouse.  Here  he  comes. 

[Enter  Bogus,  in  a  coat  arranged  so  that>  by  pulling t  it  will 
come  to  pieces.) 
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Bogus. — Well,  madam  ? 

Benzo. — Well,  sir,  we  have  decided  to  accept  a  very, 
very  small  salary.  In  fact,  far  less  than  we  have  ever 
accepted  before,  either  in  England  or  on  the  Coritinong. 

Bogus. — And  that  is — 

Benzo. — 300  pounds  per  night  jointly. 

Bogus. — Three  hundred  a  night  !  Is  that  possible  ? 

Benzo  (to  Murphy.) — What  fools  we  are;  he  expected 
us  to  ask  twice  as  much. 

Murphy. — Or  twice  as  little. 

Bogus. — My  dear  woman,  I  do  not  intend  paying  the 
whole  of  my  company  in  one  month,  so  much  as  you  ask 
per  night. 

Benzo. — You  don’t  say  so  !  Why,  then  we  will  accept 
ten  shillings  per  week. 

Bogus. — Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  don’t  care  much 
about  your  style  of  singing,  nor  for  your  husband’s  business ; 
and,  in  justice  to  myself  and  the  public  at  large,  I  couidn’t 
offer  you  more  than  three-ha’-pence  each  per  month. 

Benzo. — Swindler!  Villain!  Trickster!  Wretch! 

Murphy. — You  cock-eyed  spalpeen,  how  dare  yer  insult 
my  Missus  ?  Floor  him,  Mary  Alice  ! 

Benzo. — Pull  him  to  pieces,  Murphy  ! 

( They  drag  practicable  coat  from  Bogus's  hue  a.  m  lock  him 
down,  and  sit  upon  his  body. 


Quick  Curtain. 


OLD  SUGAR’S  COURTSHIP. 

“  "^he  only  objection  ever  made  to  me  in  this  arr 
country,  as  a  legislatur,  was  made  by  the  wimmin  'cause 
I  war  a  bachelor ,  and  I  never  told  you  afore  why  I  ^-mained 
in  the  state  of  number  one — no  fellar  stays  single /’^-medi¬ 
tated,  and  in  course  a  handsum  fellar  like  me,  who  all  the 
gals  declar’  to  be  as  enticin’  as  a  jay  bird,  warn’t  goin’  to 
stay  alone,  ef  he  could  help  it. 

“  I  did  see  a  creatur’  once  named  Sofy  Mason ,  up  the 
Cumberland,  nigh  unto  Nashville,  Tennes-5^,  that  I  took 
an  orful  hankerin’  arter,  and  I  sot  into  looking  anxious  fur 
matrimony,  and  gin  to  go  regular  to  meetin’,  and  took  to 
dressin’  tremengous  finified,  jest  to  see  ef  I  could  get  her 
good  opinion.  She  did  git  to  lookin'  at  me  ;  and  one  day, 
cornin’  from  meetin’,  she  was  takin’  a  lookfat  me  a  kind  of 
shy,  just  as  a  hoss  does  at  something  he’s  scared  at,  when 
arter  champin’  at  a  distanc’  fur  a  while,  I  sidled  up  to  her, 
and  blarted  out  a  few  words  about  the  sarmin — she  said 
yes,  but  cuss  me  ef  I  knew  whether  that  wur  the  right 
answer  or  not,  I  am  a  flunkin'  she  didn’t  know  then,  nuther  ! 
Well,  we  larfed  and  talked  a  little  all  the  way  along  to  her 
daddy’s,  and  thar  I  gin  her  the  best  bend  I  had  in  me,  and 
raised  my  bran  new  hat  as  peert  and  pev-\ ite  as  a  minister, 
lookin’  all  the  time  so  enticin’  that  I  sot  the  girl  tremblin’. 
Her  old  daddy  had  a  powerful  numerous  lot  of  healthy 
niggers,  and  lived  right  adjinin’  my  place,  while  on  t’other 
side  lived  Jake  Simons — a  sneakin’,  cute  varmint,  who  wur 
worser  than  a  miser  for  stinginess ;  and  no  sooner  did  this 
cussed  sarpint  see  me  sidlin’  up  to  Sofy,  than  he  went  to 


*3 


slikin’  up  too,  and  sot  himself  to  work  to  cut  me  out.  That 
arr  wur  a  struggle  ekill  to  the  battle  of  Orleans.  Furst 
sum  new  fixup  of  Jake’s  would  take  her  eye,  and  then  I’d 
sport  suthin’  that  would  outshine  him,  until  Jake  at  last  gin 
in  tryin’  to  outdress  me,  and  sot  thinkin’  of  suthin’  else.  Our 
farms  were  just  the  same  number  of  acres,  and  we  both 
owned  three  niggers  apiece.  Jake  knew  that  Sofy  and  her 
dad  kept  a  sharp  eye  out  for  the  main  chance,  so  he  thort 
he’d  clar  me  out  by  buyin’  another  nigger  ;  but  I  just 
foller’d  suit,  and  bought  one  the  day  arter  he  got  his,  so  he 
had  no  advantage  thar  ;  he  then  got  a  cow ,  and  so  did  I,  and 
jest  about  then  both  on  our  pusses  gin  out.  This  put  Jake 
to  his  wits  eend,  and  I  wur  a  wunderin’  what  in  the  yearth 
he  would  try  next. 

“  We  stood  so,  hip  and  thigh,  fur  about  two  weeks,  both 
on  us  talkin’  sweet  to  Sofy,  whenever  we  could  get  her 
alone.  I  thort  I  seed  that  Jake,  the  sneakin’  cuss,  wur 
gittin’  a  mite  ahead  of  me  ’cause  his  tongue  wur  so  ily ; 
howsever  I  didn’t  let  on,  but  kept  a  top  eye  on  nun.  One 
Sunday  mornin’  I  wur  a  leetle  mite  late  to  meetin’,  and 
when  I  got  thar  the  first  thing  I  seed  wur  Jake  Simons, 
sittin’  close  bang  up  agin  Sofy,  in  the  same  pew  with  her 
daddy  ! 

“  I  biled  a  spell  with  wrath,  and  then  turned  sour  ;  I 
could  taste  myself !  Thar  they  wur  singin’  Mines  out  of  the 
same  book.  Je-e-eminy,  fellers,  I  war  so  enormous  mad 
that  the  new  silk  handkercher  round  my  neck  lost  its  colour ! 

“  Arter  meetin’,  out  they  walked,  linked  arms,  a  smilin* 
and  lookin’  as  pleased  as  a  young  couple  at  thar  furst 
christenin’,  and  Sofy  tarned  her  cold  shoulder  at  me  so 
orful  pinted,  that  I  wilted  down,  and  gin  up  right  straight 

i 


14 

— Jake  had  her,  thar  wur  no  disputin’  it !  I  headed  towards 
home,  with  my  hands  as  fur  in  my  trousers  pockets  as  I 
could  push  ’em,  swarin  all  the  way  that  she  war  the  last 
one  would  ever  git  a  chance  to  rile  up  my  feelin’s.  Passin' 
by  Jake’s  plantation  Ilooked  over  the  fence,  and  thar  stood 
an  explanation  of  the  matter  right  facin’  the  road  whar 
every  one  passin’  could  see  it — his  consarned  cow  was  tied 
to  a  stake  in  the  gardin’  with  a  most  promisin'  calf  along  side  of 
her  I  That  calf  jest  soured  my  milk,  and  ma  de  Sofy  think, 
that  a  feller  who  war  allays  gittin’  ahead  like  Jake,  wur  a 
right  smart  chance  for  a  lively  husband  What  is  a  cussed 
sight  wusser  than  gittin’  Sofy,  war  the  fact,  that  he 
borrowed  that  calf  the  night  before  from  Dick  Hardley !  Arter 
the  varmint  got  Sofy  hitched  he  told  the  ioke  all  over  the 
settl e-ment,  and  the  boys  never  seed  me  arterwards  that 
they  didn’t  ba-ah  at  me  fur  lettin’  a  calf  cut  me  out  of  a 
gal’s  affections.  I’d  a  shot  Jake,  but  I  thart  it  war  a  free 
country,  and  the  gal  had  a  right  to  her  choice  without  bein’ 
made  a  widder,  so  I  just  sold  out  and  travelled !  ” 


WONDERFUL  DREAM. 


A  NEGRO  DIALOGUE. 

J ulius.  Sam,  did  you  eber  go  huntin’  in  the  winter  time 
way  out  West  ? 

Sam.  No,  Julius. 

1  ulius.  Weil,  I  have,  Sam. 

•j  *  ' 

Sam.  You  enjoyed  yourself,  I  suppose? 

Julius.  Oh,  yes.  Ebery  time  I  went  I  had  lots  ob fun, 
until  de  last  time  I  went — den  I  had  bad  luck. 

Sam.  How  happened  that  ? 

Julius.  Well,  you  see  dar  was  two  ob  my  neighbors 
come  to  me  an’  axed  me  fur  to  go  huntin’  wid  ems,  an’  I 
said  1  would  go.  So  we  all  got  our  tings  ready  to  start,  and 
I  noticed  de  oder  fellers  had  an  extra  game  bag  all  filled 
wid  somefin,  and,  says  I,  “  Fellars,  what  you  got  dar?” 
Dey  say,  “Eatments;”  and,  would  you  believe  it,  Sam,  I 
had  forgot  to  get  anything  ready  fur  to  take  wid  me 
for  to  eat. 

Sam.  That  was  a  great  oversight  on  your  part. 

V. 

Julius.  Yes  ;  but  dey  stopt  to  a  hotel  till  I  went  back 
to  my  dwelling  and  got  some  provinder,  and  I  didn’t  know 
how  much  dey  had,  so  I  bought  a  loaf  of  bread  extra,  and 
hid  it  under  my  arm,  and  buttoned  my  coat  ober  it. 

Sam.  Why,  Julius,  dey  must  have  discovered  it. 

Julius.  Oh,  no,  Sam  ;  de  place  where  my  heart  used  to 
be  before  I  got  disjointed  in  lub,  was  big  enoof  to  hide  de 
bread.  Well,  Sam,  we  got  way  cut  in  de  wild  wilderness, 
and  arter  we’d  bin  dar  for  free  or  four  weeks,  we  found  out 
dat  our  eatments  wouldn’t  last. 

Sam.  Then  you  was  in  a  predicament  ? 
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Julius.  No,  we  was  in  de  woods.  * 

Sam.  Well,  what  did  vou  do  ? 

Julius,  I  couldn’t  do  nofin  ;  but  I  had  my  loaf  ob 
bread,  and,  somehow  or  oder,  dese  fellers  found  out  dat  I 
had  it,  and  dey  was  jealous. 

Sam.  How  did  you  manage — did  j'ou  divide  it? 

Julius.  What,  Sam  !  divide  a  tree  cent  loaf  twixt  tree 
ob  us  ? — no  sir.  Any  one  ob  us  felt  as  if  we  could  eat  it 
without  chawin’.  So  I  proposed  that  we  should  all  go  to 
sleep,  and  de  one  iat  dream  de  biggest  dream  should  hab 
de  loaf  ob  bread. 

Sam.  What  were  the  dreams  ? 

Julius.  One  dreampt  dat  he  seen  a  kettle  dat  was  so 
big  dat  dey  had  to  get  a  ladder  seventeen  thousand  feet 
long  fur  to  get  into  it. 

Sam.  That  was  a  large  dream. 

Julius.  Yes,  but  de  oder  fellow  beat  him. 

Sam.  What  was  his  dream  ? 

Julius.  He  got  up  and  dreampt — 

Sam.  No,  no  ;  he  dreamed — got  up  and  told  his  dream. 

Julius.  Yes  ;  dat’s  what  I  said  ;  he  dreamed  dat  he 
seen  a  cabbage  so  big  dat  it  covered  four  thousand  acres 
ob  ground. 

Sam.  That  did  beat  the  other  dream,  truly. 

Julius.  Yes,  it  did,  Sam. 

Sam.  What  was  your  dream  ? 

Julius.  Well,  Sam,  I  dreamed  dat  in  de  middle  ob  de 
night  I  got  hungry,  and  eat  up  de  bread,  and  the  dream 
come  true. 
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